A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
beside him to sink a ship. In the morning, at dawn,
the snow being on the ground, the battalion forms
up on the public road. Inside the little garden on
the other side of the wall, not ten yards distant from
the centre of the line, the victim is carried to the
stake. He is far too drunk to walk. He Is out of
view save from myself, as I stand on a mound near
the wall. As he is produced I see he Is practically
lifeless and quite unconscious. He has already been
bound with ropes. There are hooks on the post; we
always do things thoroughly in the Rifles. He Is
hooked on like dead meat in a butcher's shop. His
eyes are bandaged - not that it really matters, for
he Is already blind. The men of the firing party
pick up their rifles, one of which is unloaded, on
a given sign. On another sign they come to the
Present and, on the lowering of a handkerchief by
the officer, they fire - a volley rings out - a nervous
ragged volley it is true, yet a volley. Before the
fatal shots are fired I had called the battalion to
attention. There Is a pause, I wait. I see the medical
officer examining the victim. He makes a sign, the
subaltern strides forward, a single shot rings out.
Life is now extinct. We march back to breakfast
while the men of a certain company-pay the last
tribute at the graveside of an unfortunate comrade.
This is war.
To this sad story there was a sequeL Some months
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